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CHAPTER 1.
At Chaudiere's.

It was at Chaudiere's that Griswold
had eaten his first breakfast in the
Crescent city, and it was at Chau-
diere’s again that he was sharing a
farewell supper with Bainbridge of the
Louisianian. Six weeks lay between
that and this; forty-odd days of dis-
couragement and failure superadded
upon other similar days and weeks
and months.

Without meaning to, Bainbridge had
been strewing the path with fresh
thorns for the defeated one. He had
just been billeted to write up the ba-
nana trade for his paper. Boyishly ju-
bilant over the assignment, he had
dragged the New Yorker around to
Chaudiere's to a small parting feast.
Not that it had required much per-
suasion. Griswold had fasted for 24
hours, and if Bainbridge were not a
friend in a purist’s definition of the
term, he was at least a friendly ac-
quaintance.

The burden of the table talk fell
upon Bainbridge, and it occurred to
the host that his guest was less than
usually responsive, & fault not to be
Tightly condoned under the joyous cir-
cumstances. Wherefore he protested.

“What's the matter with you to-
night, Kenneth, old man? You're moure
than commonly grumpy, it seems to
me: and that's needless.”

Grisworld looked up with a smile
that was almost ill-natured, and quot-
ed cynically: *‘Unto everyone that
hath shall be given, and he shall have
abundance; but from him that hath
not, shall be taken away even that
which he hath.””™

Bainbridge's laugh was tolerant
enough to take the edge from Lis re-
tort,

“That's a pretty thing to fling at a
man who never knifed you or pistoled
you or tried to poison you! An inno-
cent bystander mignt say you envied
me."

“I do,” rejoined Griswold gravely.
“I envy any man who can earn enough
money to pay for three meals a day
and a place to sleep in.”

“Oh, cat's foot!—anybody can do
that,” asserted Bainbridge, with the
air of one whom the struggle for
existence has been a mere athlete's
practice run.

“l know; that is your theory. But
the facts disprove it. 1 can't, for one.”

Griswold was a fair man, with red-
dish hair and beard and the quick and

“You Couldn't Keep Your Pecullar
Views Muzzled.”

sensitive skin of the type. A red flush
of nnger crept up under the closely

cropped beard, and his eyes were
bright.

Bainbridge scoffed openly: but he
was good-natured enough to make

amends when he saw that Griswold
wits moved.

“I take it all back,” he zaid. *T sup-
pose the book-chicken has come home
again to roost, and a returned manu-
accounts for anything. But,
seriously, Kenneth, you ought to get
down to bed-rock facts. Nobody but
a ernzy phenomenon can find a pub-
lisher for his first book, nowadays,
unless he has had some sort of an
introduetion in the magazines or the
newspapers.  You haven't had that:
so far as I know, you haven't tried
it."”

“tth, ves., I have—iried and failed.
It isn't in me to do the salable thing,
and there isn't a magazine editor in
the country who doesn’t know it by
this time. 1 tell -you, Bainbridge, the
conditions are all wrong when a man
wilh o vital message to his Kind can’t
et to dellver It to the people who
want to hear it.”

Bainbridge ordered the small
fees and found his clgar ecase,

“That is about what 1 suspected,”
he ecommented  impatiently, “You
couldn’t keep your peculiar views
muzzled even when you were writing
a bit of a pot boiler on sugar plant-
ing. You drop yvour fool socialistic
fad and write a book that a reputable
publisher can bring out without com-
mitting commercial suicide, and you'll
stand some show.”

“Call it what you please; names
don't change facts. Listen"—Griswold
lenned upon the table; his eves grew
hard and the blue in them hecame me-
tallic —"For more than a  month 1
have tramped the streets  of  this
cursed city begging—yes, that is the
word—begging for work of any kind
that would suffice to keep body and
soul together, and for more than half
of that time [ have lived on one meal
That is what we have come
of the swbmerged mujority.

seript

cof-

a day.

And that isn't all. The wage worker
himself, when he is fortunate enough
to find a chance to earn his crust, Is
but a serf: a chattel among the other
possessions of some fellow man who
has acquired him in the plutocratic
redistribution of the earth and the
fullness thereof.” '

Bainbridge glanced at his watch.

“I must be going,” he said. “The
Adelantado drops down the river at
eleven. How are you fixed for the
present, and what are you going to do
for the future?”

“] am ‘fixed’ to run twenty-four
hours longer, thanks to your hospital-
ity. For that length of time I pre-
sume 1 shall continue to conform to
what we have been taught to believe
is the Immutable order of things,
After that—" .

He paused and Bainbridge put- the
question. “Well, after that; what
then?"

“Then, if the chance to earn is still
denied me, and I am sufficiently hun-
gry, I shall stretch forth my hand and
take what I find."

Bainbridge fished in his pocket and
took out a ten-dollar banknote, “Do
that first,” he said, offering Griswold
the money.

The proletary smiled and shook his
head.

. L L L] - L] L ]

The fruit steamer Adelantado, out-
ward bound, was shuddering to the
first slow revolutions of her propeller
when Bainbridge turned the key in
the door of the stuffy little stateroom
to which he had been directed, and
went on deck.

“Why, hello, Broffin! How are you,
old man? Where the dickens did you
drop from?"

It was the inevitable steamer ac-
quaintance who is always at hand to
prove the trite narrowness of the
world, and Bainbridge kicked a chair
into comradely place for him.

Broffin, heavy browned and clean
shaven save for a thick mustache that
hid the hard-bitted mouth, replaced
the chair to suit himself and sat down.
In appearance he was a cross between
a steamboat captain on a vacation and
an up-river plantation overseer recov-
ering from his annual pleasure trip
to® the city. But his reply to Bain-
bridge's query proved that he was nei-
ther,

“1 didn't drop; 1 walked. More than
that, I kept step with you all the way
from Chaudiere's to the levee, You'd
be dead easy game for an amateur.”

“You'll get yourself disliked, the
first thing you know,” said Bainbridge,
laughing. “Can’t yvou ever forget that
you are in the man-hunting business?
Where are you headed for, Broffin?”

The man who might have passed for
a steamboat captain or a plantation
overseer, and was neither, chuckled
dryly.

“You don't expect me to give it away
to you, and you a newspaper man, do
vou? But I will—seeing you can’t get
it on the wires. I'm going down to
Guatemala after Mortsen.”

“The Crescent bank defaulter? By
Jove! you've found him at last, have
you?"

The detective nodded. “I've been
two years, off and on, trying to locate
Mortsen; and now that I've found him,
he is where he can't be extradited.
All the same, T'll bet you five to one
he goes back with me in the next
steamer—what?"

CHAPTER 1L
The Right of Might.

Two days after the supper at Chau-
diere’s the unimpetuous routine of the
business quarter of New Orleans was
rudely disturbed by the shock of a
genuine sensation.

To shatter at a single blow the most
venerable of the routine precedents,
the sensational thing chose for its col-
liding point with orderly system one
of the oldest and most conservative
of the city's banks—the Bayou State
Security. At ten o'clock, following
the precise habit of half a lifetime,
Mr. Andrew Galbraith, president of
the Bayou State, entered his private
room in the rear of the main banking
apartment, opened his desk, and ad-
dressed himself to the business of the
day. At half-past the hour the presi-
dent was left alone to read his cor-
respondence. .

Being a4 man whose mental proe-
esges were all  serious, and whose
hobby was method, Mr. Galbraith had
established a custom of giving himself
a quiet half-hour of inviolable seclu-
ston in which to read and consider
his mail. During this sacred interval
the stenographer, standing guard in
the outer office, had instructions to
deny his chief to callers of any and
every degree, Wherefore, when, at
20 minutes to 11, the door of the prl-
vate office opened to admit a stranger,
the president was justly annoyed.

“Well, sir: what now?" he demand-
ed, impatiently, taking the intruder's
measure in n swift glance shot from
heneath his bushy white eyvebrows.

The unannounced visitor a
voung man of rather prepossessing ap-
pearance, a trifle tall for his breadth
of shoulder, fair, with blue eyes anda
curling, reddish beard and mustache,
the furmer trimmed to a point. So
much the president was able to note
in the appraisive glance—and to re-
member afterward.

The caller made no reply to the curt
question. He had turned and was
closing the door. There was a quiet
insistence in the act that was like the
flick of a whip to Mr. Galbraith's irrl-
tition.

WwWias

“If you have business with me,
vou'll have to excuse me for a few
minutes,” he protested, still more im-
patiently. “Be good enough to take a
seat in the anteroom  until 1 ring.

Mackarland should have told youw”
The voung man drew up a chair and
ienoring the request as if
Ordinarily
wis

st down,
he had failed to hear it.
Mr. Andrew Galbraith’s temper

to, we

equable enough; the age-cooled tem-
per of a methodical gentleman whose
long upper lip was In itself an adver-
tisement of self-control. But such a
deliberate infraction of his rules
coupled with the stony impudence of
the visitor, made him epring up an-
grily to ring for the watchman,

The intruder was too quick for him.
When his hand sought the bell push
he found himself looking  into the
muzzle of a revolver, and so was fain
to fall back into hig chair, gasping.

“Ah-h-h!" he stammered. And when
the words could be managed: “So
that's it, is it?—you're a robber!”

“No,"” said the invader of the presi-
dential privacy calmly, speaking for
the first time since his coming. "I
am not a robber, save in your own
very limited definition of the worid. 1
am merely a poor man, Mr. Gal-
braith—one of the uncounted thou-
sands—and I want money. If you call
for help, I shall shoot you. It Iis
merely a question of money, and if
you are amenable to reason—"

“If I'm—but I'm not amenable to
your reasons!" blustered the presi-
dent, recovering a little from the firat
shock of terrified astoundment. *“I re-
fuse to listen to them. I'll not have
anything to do with you. Go away!"

The young man's smile showed his
teeth, but it also proved that he was
not wholly devoid of the sense of hu-
mor.

“Keep your temper, Mr. Galbraith,”
he advised coolly. "The moment Is
mine, and I say you shall listen first
and obey afterward. Otherwise you

die. Which is it to be? Choose
quickly—time is precious."
The president yielded the first

but
strict

point, that of the receptive ear;
grudgingly and as one under
compulsion.

“Well, well, then; out with it, What
have you to say for yourself?"

“This: You are rich; you represent
the existing order of things. I am
poor, and 1 stand for my necessity,
which is higher than any man-made
law or custom. You have more money
than you can possibly use in any le-
gitimate personal channels; 1 have
not the price of the next meal, already
twenty-four hours overdue. 1 came
here this morning tvith my life in my
hand to invite you to share with me
a portion of that which is yours chiefly
by the right of possession. If you do
it, well and good; if not, there will
be a new president of the Bayou State
Security. Do I make myself sufficient-
ly explicit?”

Andrew Galbraith glanced furtively
at the paper-weight clock on his desk.
It was nearly eleven, and MacFarland
would surely come in on the stroke
of the hour. If he could only fend
off the catastrophe for a few minutes,
until help should come. He searched
in his pockets and drew forth a hand-
ful of coins.

The invader of privacies glanced at
the clock in his turn and shook his
head.

“You are merely trying to gain time,
and you know it, Mr. Galbraith, My
stake in this game is much more than
a handful of charity silver; and I
don't do you the injustice to believe
that you hold your life so cheaply;
you who have so much money and,

abandon the struggle for delay.
“What's your price, then?" he
mandéd, as one who may possibly con-
sider a compromise,

“One hundred thousand dollars—in
cash.”

“But man! ye're clean daft!
think 1 have—"

In the midst of his vehement pro-
tests the stranger sprang out of his
chair, stepped back a pace and raised
his weapon.

*“Mr. Galbrnith, you are juggling
with your life! Write a check while
there is yet time!" ’

The hammer of the leveled pistol
clicked. Andrew Galbraith shut his
eyes and made a blind grasp for pen
and checkbook. His hands were shak-
ing as with a palsy, but the fear of
death steadied them suddenly when he
came to write,

“Indorse it!" was the next com-
mand. The volces had ceased beyond
the partition, and the dead silence was
relieved only by the labored strokes
of the president's pen and the tap-tap
of the typewriter in the adjacent
anteroom.

The check was written and indorsed
and under the menace of the revolver
Andrew Galbraith was trying to give
it to the robber, But the robber would
not take it.

“No, I don’t want your paper; come
with me to your paying teller and get
me the money. Make what explanation
you see fit; but remember—if he hesi-
tates, you die.”

They left the private office together,
the younger man a short half-step in
the rear, with his pistol-bearing hand
thrust under his coat. The president
did not despair. In the public lobby
there would be eyes to see, and per-
haps some that would understand, Mr.
Galbraith took a firmer hold upon his
self-possession and trusted that some
happy chance might yet intervene o
save him,

But chance did not intervene. There
wias i goodly number of customers in
the public space, but not one of the
half-dozen or more who nodded to the
president or passed the time of  day
with him saw the eye-nppeal which
was the only one he dared to make.
om the short walk around to the pay-
ing teller's window, the robber kept
even step with his victim, and try as
he would, Andrew Galbraith could not

Do ye

summaon the courage to forget the
pistol muzzle menacing him in  its
cont-covered ambush,

At the payving wicket there was
only one customer, instead of the

sroup the president had hoped to find:
a sweet-faced young woman in a mod-
est traveling hat and a gray coat. She
was getting a draft cashed, and when
saw them she would have stood
It was the robber who antici-

she
aside.

pated her intention and forbade it
with a courteous gesture; whereat she
turned again to the window to con-
clude her small transaction with the
teller,

The few minutes which followed

were terribly trying ones for the gray-
haired president of the Bavou State
Security. None the less, his  Dbrain

wis busy with the chanceful possi-
Lilities. Failing all else, he was deter-
mined to give the teller a  warning
signal, come what might. It was a

de- |

duty owed to society no less than to
the bank and to himself. But on the
pinnacle of resolution, at the instant
when, with the robber at his elbow,
he gtepped to the window and pre-
sented the check, Andrew Galbraith
felt the gentle pressure of the pistol
muzzle against his side, nay, more—
he fancied he could feel the cold chill
of the metal strike through and
through him.

So it eame about that the fine reso-
lution had quite evaporated when he
sald, with what composure there was
in him: “You'll please give me cur-
rency for this, Johnson."

The teller glanced at the check and
then at his superior; not too inquisi-
tively, since it was not his business
to question the president’s commands.

“How will you have it?" he asked:
and it was the stranger at Mr. Gal-

The Hammer of the Leveled Plstol
Clicked.

braith's elbow who answered.

“One thousand in fives, tens and
twenties, loose, If you please; the re-
mainder in the largest denominations,
put up in a package.”

The teller counted out the one thou-
sand in small notes quickly; but he
had to leave the cage and go to the
vault for the huge remainder. This
was the crucial moment of peril for
the robber, and the president, stealing
a glance at the face of his persecutor,
saw the blue eyes blazing with ex-
citement.

“It is your time to pray, Mr. Gal-
braith,” saild the spoiler in low tones.
“If you have given your man the sig®
nal—"

But the signal had not been given.
The teller was re-entering the cage
with a bulky packet of money paper.

“You needn’t open it said the
young man at the president's elbow
“The bank's count is good enough for
me.,” And when the window wicket
had been unlatched and the money
passed out, he stuffed the loose bills

at best, so few years to live.” carelessly Into his pocket, put the
The president put the little heap of package containing the ninety-nine
coins on the desk, but he did not/thousand dollars under his arm, nod-

lded to the president, bhacked swiftly
to the street door and vanished.

Then it was that Mr. Andrew Gal-
braith suddenly found speech, opening
his thin lips and pouring forth a tor-
rent of incoherence which presently
got itself translated into a vengeful
hue and ery; and New Orleans the un-

impetuous had ite sensation ready-
made,
(To be continued.)
SAVED THE TOWN
The Fisherman Lied, Stuck to His

Story and Got a Surprise.

More than two centuries ago, when
an allied English and Dutch fleet,
under Admiral Russell, approached
Les Sables d'Olonne, on the bay of
Biscay, to bombard it, a difficulty
arose, The conformation of the shore
partly concealed the settlement be-
hind a° ridge, and they did not know
how to train their guns, But they
had captured a fishing smack in the
bay, and Admiral Russell summoned
the fisherman, Daniel Fricaud, and or-
dered him to tell exactly how the
town lay and where to aim in order to
destroy its principal buildings. Fri-
caud, who appeared to be a poor, ig-
norant fellow, very much frightened,
pointed to a pier with a group of old,
rickety buildings. The admiral was

assured him that just beyond and al-
most exactly in range was the market
square, the very heart of the town.

“Do you understand,” asked the ad-
miral sternly, “that if you are telling
me o lie 1 shall soon find it out and
have you hanged from the yardarm of
my ship?”

“I know,” answered the fisherman,
“and if I have lied you must hang me.
I can only tell you—it is there that you
should aim your guns.'

Convinced that the man would not
venture a deception, Admiral Russell
ordered the bombardment to begin. A
little while after shells had begun to
full behind the screening ridge and
shabby  wharf, great columns of
smoke arose, which rapidly increased
in volume. It seemed that half the
place must be on fire. Only when he
thought its destruction nearly enough
accomplished did the fleet withdraw—
first releasing Fricaud and his fishing
bhoat.

The fisherman, amazed and anxious,
hastened to the town to learn what
could possibly have happened, for he
knew well that in the guarter that
had been shelled there were only a
few worthless sheds and storehouses.
That was why, at the risk of his
neck he had pointed it out. Never
for a moment had he thought of aid-
ing the enemy to destroy his native
place, and he had fully expected to
pay the penalty. What could the
smoke be?

It proved that the inhabitants had
practiced a clever ruse. Seeing that
the shells were falling exactly where
they did the least harm, they had
built huge bonfires to convey the im-
pression of a conflagration. The trick
had probably saved the town, It had
certainly saved a brave fisherman
from being hanged.—Youth's Compan-
ion,

doubtful, but the trembling fisherman |
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FOOTSTEPS OF THE FATHERS

As- Traced In Early Flles of The
Yorkville Enquirer.

NEWS AND VIEWS OF YESTERDAY

Bringing Up Records of the Past and
Giving the Younger Readers of To-
day a Pretty Comprehensive Knowl-
edge of the Things that Most Con-
cerned Generations that Have Gone
Before.

The first {nstallment of the notes ap-
pearing under this heading was pub-
lished in our lssue of November 14,
1813. The notes are being prepared by
the editor as time and opportunity per-
mit. Their purpose Is to bring into
review the events of the past for the
pleasure and satisfaction of the older
people and for the entertainment and
Instruction of the present generation.

142ND INSTALLMENT.
(Wednesday Evening, Feb. 1, 1865.)
Camp 5th Regiment, 8, C. V.
Bratton's Brigade, near Richmond,

Va., Jan. 17, 1865.

Messrs, Editors: 1 respectfully ask
to be allowed a space in the columns
of your excellent paper for the pur-
pose of publishing a list of the cas-
ualties of Co. F, for the year 1864,
which will doubtless be of informa-
tion to the people connected with the
company and your readers generally:

Killed in the battle of the Wilder-

ness, 6th of May, 1864: Corp. R. Z.
Wilson, color bearer; Private R. J.
Armstrong, wounded; Capt. J. M,

Harvey, slight, in left leg; Lieut., H.
J. Allison, slight, in left thigh; Lieut.
W. E. Campbell, painful, in head;
Sergt. J. A. Bell, slight, in arm;
Privates J. H. Neely, slight, in left
hand; R. A. Hagans, severe, in left
hand; R. L. McCants, severe, in left
hand; D. W. Harrison, severe in left
arm; D. McSwalin, slight, in left arm;
E. R. Johnson, in hands of the enemy;
Corp. J. J. Gardner, in hands of the
enemy.

At Spottslyvania C. H., in skirmish-
es on the 11th of May: Privates T,
K. Bates, severe, in left hand, little
finger amputated; J. C. Farls, slight,
in head; N. B. Campbell, slight, in
face; J. H. Yearwood, slight, in head;
Lieut. H. J. Allison, severe, in left
side; Capt. J. H. Harvey, slight, In
left arm.

Killed In skirmish at Cold Harbor,
May 30th, 1864: L. H. Wilson.

Wounded at battle at Yellow Tav-
ern, Va., 16th of August, 1864: Joseph
Murphy, mortally, in left arm; T. J.
Atkins, slight, In left hand; W. B.
Davidson, slight, in neck.

Wounded at Fort Harrison, 30th of
September, 1864: D. J. Harvey, pain-
fully, in left leg; R. A. Hagans, se-
v in left wrist; J. R. Barber, slight,
in feft breast; C. H. Mintz, slight, in
left arm.

Killed at Darbytown, Va., Tth of
October, 1864: E. W. Falls, A. A.
Moore. Wounded: J. L. Stewart, se-
vere, in left arm; Sergt. J. A. Bell,
painful, in left wrist, arm amputat-
ed; T. P. Kilgore, severe, in breast,
left on field in the hands of the ene-
my.

There have been five killed and 26
wounded out of 38 men of rank and
file, taken in at the outset of the
campaign. There are now 26 men pres-
ent for duty In the company.

Respectfully submitted,
A Friend.

(Wednesday Evening, Feb. 8, 1865.)

The Militia.

There has been, during the past
week, a hurried gathering of haver-
sacks, canteens and other equipments,
by those included in the recent call
for the militia preparatory to leaving
for their field of service. The 34th
regiment from this district musters
a goodly amount of sturdy manhood
whose blows we hope will tell well
for it, in the coming struggle. South
Carolina needs her best bulwark
“now.” In the strong arms of her
sturdy yeomen we hope she will not
look in wvalin for it.

. ® w
Sherman's Advance.

Our latest advices from the coasl
indicate that Sherman has probably
begun in earnest his campaign for the
subjugation of South Carolina. He is
reported to be moving rapidly on
Branchville in two columns and if the
recent bad weather does not impede
his march, will probably strike his
first blow there in a few days more.

We believe he has taken upon him-
self a heavy task and one the success
of which South Carolina, with the as-
slstanece given her, has the power to
defeat. The old state is fully aroused
and her armed legions are swarming to
the front from every direclion in her
borders. She has not been left to
combat alone in this grand trial of
strength, but the tried veterans' of
other victorious flelds bring us
strength, courage and hope. Bul we
must not fold our hands and idly
speculate upon the battle when it
comes, There are acceptable duties
all ean perform. Let those who can-
not fight, hold up the hands of those
who ecan. Let no efforts that human
agency can contrive be spared to deal
one crushing blow to the proud in-
vader ere his footsteps pollute the
soil of our homes and desecrate their
purity.

This is the first time in the history
of this war that an invading army has
pussed our frontier. Its blows have
only fallen on our shield heretofore
and left us unharmed. For nearly
600 days brave old Sumter and
Moultrie have stood the storm of shot
and shell that fell harmless from their
battlements. Charleston stands, al-
though a hundred guns have rained
their missiles upon her for a score of
months. They fell harmless upon her
bosom and with the exception of a
few buildings burned and battered,
she stands as proudly now as when
the first hostile bolt was launched
against her. We trust to stronger
bulwarks than brick and morter in the
coming struggle. Our faith rests con-
fidently in the invinsible resolution of
the brave men who have recently de-
clared that “while the Confederacy can
give them cartridges they will not re-
linquish the contest for freedom and
independence.” L&t this noble spirit

animate our people at home as well

as those at the front and we have but
little fear of the invasion of our
state.

(To Be Continued.)

THE MAIL CARRIER

A Regular and Always Welcome Vis-
itor. '

He comes with all the inevitability
of death and taxes, but unlike them
he is always a welcome caller. To
be sure, he Is oftentimes charged
with messages of bereavement, and
notices of liabilities and of unper-
formed duties, but for all that he is
welcome,

It is not his fault that he is not al-
ways a bearer of messages of good
cheer.

He would rather bring good news,
but so long as he is the nexus between
us and the outside world, which I8 an
affair of both good and evil, the fault
is with the world and not with the
rural mall carrier If the evil some-
times predominates.

He rises while it is still dark, and
whatever may be the weather or the
roads, he brings the world to our
doors.

He is the very type of faithfulnets,

Should this nation fail, as nations
are dolng in other and less-favored
climes, our first noticeable loss would
be his daily visits. The rattle of his
buggy down the road says to us all,

“God lives and the Government at
Washington still exists." Other func-

tionaries of the government are bur-
dens on our shoulders, but the mall
carrler bears our burdens.

He, more than steam, electricity,
or the telephone, annihilates distance
for us.-

By his labors we Jjoin dally in the
thought of the world.

He enables us to become a really
united people, reading and thinking
the same things at the same times,

He even brings to us the criticisms
of the very government which sends
him to our doors with such unfalling
regularity—and when the word goes
out through the press that he the malil
carrier himself, is a heavy load on the
government, he dellvers to us the In-
dictment with a smile.

He is the guaranly of the nation
against the division of the land into &
peasantry and a plutocracy, for he
serves Through—and Through alone
can make and keep a free people.

Here's to his health and his family;
may he live long—and prosper!—
Farm and Fireside.

TIGER OF INSECT WORLD

Ferocious Moth Eats 1,000 Caterpil-
lars in Eight Weeks.

The government's scientists who
have been engineering the warfare
against the destructive gypsy and
brown-tailed moths in this country,
are confident that wthin a few years
they will have these pests entirely
under control. The insects known as
moth-slayers, which have been brought
to Washington from other lands to
aid in the work of extermination, are
said to be slaughtering the moths by
the wholesale and thriving at their
sangulnary task.

One of the most noteworthy of the
alien insects, and one which has been
most active in the slaughter, according
to a writer in the Century, is a green
beetle, a veritable tiger in the moth
world.

Here is a terrible creature indeed,
a creature of intrepid ferocity and
magnificent voracity. Beside him the
hog is a beast of most delicate appe-
tite. The green beetle would devour
ten times his welght in gypsy moth
carterpillars In a single day, and be
ready to duplicate this performance
on the morrow.

His nominal two seasons of active
life are a wild orgy of slaying and
feasting. His span of mortality in-
cludes a mere fortnight of larval life
and two brief summers of adult exist-
ence, representing less than five
months of activity altogether; but
during this time he will normally de-
vour nearly 650 gypsy moth caterpil-
lars or pupae as big as himself.

A single pair have been observed to

eat 2,000 caterpillars within eight
weeks, gluttony almost beyond be-
lief.

KAISER'S CORFU ESTATE

One of the Meost Beautiful Villas in
the World.

The kaiser, it will be recalled, owns
a vast estate on the Island of Corfu,
the largest and most northly of the
lonlan Islands, lying off the coast of
Epirus, at the mouth of the Adriatic.
This island belongs to Greece, and If
that kingdom should enter the war
on the side of the allies the kalser's
villa and grounds at Achillson, five
miles south of Corfu, upon which
many million marks have been squan-
dered, would become the property of
the Greek crown. The villa, of mar-
ble, was erected in 1890-91 for the
Empress Elizabeth of Austria, at a
cost of $56,000,000, and has been great-
ly improved since coming into Kalser
Wilhelm's possession in 1907. The
building is in the Italian renalssance
style, and at its back are a Istyle and
three terraces, with a large number
of statues. Upon the broadest terrace
is a fine “Dying Achilles,” by Herter.
The park descends towards the sea, in
terraces, and at a commanding site
a small temple has been raised over
a sented marble statue of the poet
Heine, done by the Danish sculptor,
Hassellriis, Designs for the charming
villa were the work of an Italian ar-
chitect, Rafaelo Cavito,

The latest rumors are that a Swiss
hotel corporation will purchase the
place and convert it into a resort.—
Brooklyn Eagle.

Watch Out For Them.—An exchange
says that from different parts of the
country comes stories of a swindle
successfully worked on farmers who
thought they were going to get cheap
groceries. Two smooth strangers
went through the communities taking
orders for a house in Chicago, pre-
tending to sell a standard brand of
gugar and flour so cheap that every
farmer visited took $10 to $60 worth
and other things besides. Because of
the low prices the flour and sugar had
to be “paid for in advance” It is al-
leged that in one community the
swindlers picked up some $3,000—and
no groceries delivered.

TOLD BY LOCAL EXCHANGES

News Happenings In Nelghboring
Communities.

CONDENSED FOR QUICK READING

Dealing Mainly With Local Affairs ot
Cherokse, Cleveland, Gaston, Lan-
caster and Chester.

Gastonia Gazette, June 29: Mr, and
Mrs. Willam King and children,
formerly of Chester, 8. C., are spend-
ing a few days with Mrs. King’'s par-
ents, Mr. and Mrs. J. D. McLean, at
their home in the Point, Mr. King
has been for several years manager of
the Southern Cotton Oll company's
plant at Chester, but has been pro-
moted to the position of manager of
their plant at Camden, 8. C.,, which is
much larger than the Chester plant.
Mr. King and family will move to
Camden this week...... Philip Dunn, a
negro employed by the Carolina Stone
Co. in the quarry at Spencer Moun-
tain, was Instantly killed yesterday
morning, when he was crushed to
death by a falling stone. Dunn was
operating a compressed air drill and
was standing on top of a large rock.
A portion of the stone gave way and
he was precipitated some distance. A
heavy piece of the rock fell on. him,
mutilating his body considerably.....
Mr. Dana J. Caldwell, who underwent
an operation at Richmond on June 14
for appendicitis, was discharged from
the hospital last Thursday and arrived
in Gastonia Saturday to spend a few
days with his parents, Mr. and Mrs.
J. B. Caldwell, while recuperating.
...... Virginia, the infant daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. W. F. Elmore, aged 11
months, dled at their home on East
Franklin avenue Saturday morning at
four o'clock, following an illness of
about ten days....Following a period
of declining health extending over
nearly a year, Rev. M. McKee Ratch-
ford died at his home on South Ches-
ter street at 1 o'clock yesterday morn-
Ing. He had been in declining health
since last August and had been con-
find to his home practically all of the
time since Christmas, For the past
three weeks he had been in a very
critical condition, most of the time
being unconscious. Hence his death
was not unexpected. Funeral services
were conducted at the home yesterday
afternoon at 6 o'clock by Rev, B. A,
Culp, pastor of the M. E. church, at
King's Mountain, assisted by Rev, H.
H. Jordan, pastor of Main BStreet
Methodist church, and Rev. J. C.
Deitz, pastor of the Gastonia Luther-
an church., Interment was in Holly-
wood. Mr. Ratchford was born June
10, 1857, at the old Ratchford home
place on the New Hope road about
three miles from Gastonia. He was a
son of John Ratchford. About 25 years
ago he moved to Gastonia and had
made his home here ever since. For
the past fifteen years he had spent
practically all of his time selling
Eibles and books of a religious char-
acter. He preached often and in the
summer usually spent a month or
more preaching In the mountains. He
was a member of the Methodist
church and for 25 years was a local
preacher of that denomination. For
four years he was in the regular pas-
torate of that church. He did great
good not only by preaching but by
placing Bibles and religlous books in
the hands of many people who would
perhaps never have had those books.
..+...The first cotton bloom to be re-
ported to the Gazette this season was
sent to us yesterday by Mr. C. L.
Gobel of route three, Our flles show
that the first bloom of 1914 was sent
by Robert Gobel on June 18, ten days
carlier than this year. The first
bloom in 1913 came from Mr. W. W.
Mendenhall on June 30, and the first
in 1912 from Mr. R. B. Lineberger, on
June 28, same date as this year..... .
Miss Minnile Lay, aged 21, daughter
of Mr. Charles Lay, died at her home
here Sunday morning at 7 o'clock of
tuberculosis, following a long illness.

L B

Chester News, June 29: Mr. Isreal
McDonald Hood died rather suddenly
at his residence on Chester street this
morning at 7 o'clock. Only yesterday
Mr. Hood was on the streets In his
usual jolly mood, greeting friends as
he passed and today the tide of his
ebbing life has turned. Neither his
family nor his friends were prepared
for the fatal end. The suddenness of
his death summons adds Intensely to
the shock. Mr. Hood was born |In
Hazelwood township, Chester county,
August 21, 1846, and attended such
schools as his neighborhood afforded.
He served during the Civil war In
Co. D, First regiment, South Carolina
cavalry, and surrendered with John-
son's army April 16, 1865. A consistent
and loyal member of the Purity Pres-
byterian church, his membership hav-
ing been moved here from the Pleas-
ant Grove church where he joined
when quite young. For a number of
years he served Chester county as
auditor and at the time of his death
was chairman of the county board of
registration. The funeral services will
be held tomorrow afternoon at 4.30
o'clock at the Purity Presbyterian
church. The Masons will have charge
of the funeral.
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Chester Reporter, June 28: The
curb market was In operation Satur-
day morning for the first time and
everything passed off in a manner
to gratify the promoters, although
there were not as many purchasers
out as should have been There were
possibly from ten to fifteen farmers
at “market” during the morning, with
an abundant stock of chickens, butter,
eggs, peaches, corn, onions, beans, ete.,
and a number of ladies found just what
they were seeking, and found it much
more satisfactory to purchase in this
fashion than to trust some chance
passerby coming along with the ar-
ticles she needed...... William Charles
Lackey, the two-year old son of Mr.
and Mrs. J. W. Lackey, of the New
Hope community, died Saturday after-
noon at 2.15 o'clock, after two weeks
of intense suffering from colitis. The
funeral services were held at 11
o'clock vyesterday morning at the
Armenin M. E. church, by the pastor,
Rev. W. T. Duncan, and the burial
was in the graveyard of the church,
...... Mr. W. H. Hamilton and family
of Bdemoor, will leave the first of
July in his car for Pellston, Michigan,
the former home of Mrs. Hamilton.
They will be accompanied by Miss
Mary Hamilton,
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Gaffney Ledger, June 29: The sum-
mer term of the court of common
pleas for Cherokee county convened
vesterday with Special Judge Charles
Carroll Sims of Orangeburg, presiding.
Solicitor A. E. Hill of Spartanburg, and
Court Stenographer T. C. Perrin  of
Union, were at their posts, as were the
local officials and Court Crier Jim
“Crack” Pierson, of Columbia. Three
of the men drawn to serve on the petit
jury were excused from duty. It had
not been commonly known that a mil-
ler is excused from jury duty until
yvesterday when the point was raised
and an examination of the statutes
disclosed this to be the fact. Geo. W,
Bridges, a miller, was excused on that
account. The mill of justice appear-
ed to be grinding rather slowly yes-
terday. Only two bills had been
passed upon up until dinner time,
Judge Sims' charge to the grand jury
was commented upon both favorably
and unfavorably by his hearers. One
striking statement that he made was
that states' rights are being encroach-
ed upon by the national government to
an alarming degree. Mr. Sims ad-
vised that this danger could be mini-
mized by the electlon of states’ rights
advocates to national offices...... Col.
T. B. Butler was operated on for ap-
pendicitis at the city hospital yester-
day afternoon. He had only returned
from a two weeks' trip to the north-
ern citles Sunday night and was feel-
ing unwell. He was on the streets for
a while yesterday morning, but when
court convened he asked Judge Sims
to excuse him on account of illness.

The result of the operation could not
be foretold yesterday afternoon......
At a meeting of the Tri-state Water
and Light association of the Caroli-
nas and Georgia, held in Asheville, N.
C.,, Mr. L. V. Gaffney, superintendent
of the local munlcipal light and water
plants, was elected South Carolina vice
president of the organization, The
meeting next year will be held at the
Isle of Palms...... Miss Bessie Turner,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. E, 8. Turn-
er, fell and broke her right ankle
Thursday afternoon after she had been
playing tennis with some friends,
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Rock Hill Record, June 28: Many of
our readers will no doubt be interested
in reading the following oath of al-
legiance which had to be signed by
Confederate prisoners at the close of
the war Iin order that they be re-
leased and returned to their homes:
“United States of America: I, J. B
Rawls, 6th S. C. Infantry, of the coun-
ty of York, district state of South
Carolina, do solemnly swear that I
will support, protect and defend the
constitution and government of the
United States against all enemies,
whether domestic or foreign; that I
will bear true faith, allegiance and
loyalty to same, any ordinance, resolu-
tion or laws of any state convention
or legislature, to the contrary not-
withstanding; and further, that I will
faithfully perform all duties which
may be required of me by the laws of
the United States; and I will take
this oath freely and voluntarily, with-
out any mental reservation or evasion
whatever. Signed, J. B. Rawls, Sub-
scribed and sworn to before me, this
9th day of June, A. D. 1865, at Fort
McHenry, Md. John L. Mount, major,
commanding post. The above named
has dark complexion, brown hair and
black eyes and I8 6 feet and 6 Inches
high.” Mr. Rawls was at that time
wounded and wanted to come home,
and upon taking the above oath he was
released.
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* Lancaster News, June 29: The lay-
ing of the concrete base for the sheet
asphalt, which is to be put down on
Main street, was begun in front of the
residence of Mr W. T. Gregory this
morning....... Just before golng to
press we learn of the death at Ker-
shaw thls morning of Mr, L. D, Jones,
a well known business man of that
place......Mr. W. J. Mcllwain, who
underwent a serious surgical opera-
tion at a hospital in Richmond, re-
turned home Saturday, much Improv-
ed in health......Superintendent of
Education Lingle informs us that at
a recent meeting of the county board
of education the Sims and Camp Creek
schools school district No. 15, were
consolidated. This action was taken
on petition of the patrons of both
schools,

GENERAL NEWS NOTES

Items of Interest Gathered from All
Around the World.

Wm. J. Burns, the detective, insists
that Leo M. Frank Is Innocent and
that in a short time he will probably
be vindicated and believed.

Nearly all of the zinc and lead mines
in the vicinity of Joplin, Mo, are
closed on account of a strike of the
miners who are demanding higher
wages,

Queen Victoria of Sweden, on a re-
cent visit to Berlin, declared her sym-
pathies to be with Germany, and add-
ed, “You may announce this to the
whole world.”

Since the opening of the Panama
canal to general traffic in May of last
year to June 6 of this year, the tolls
have totaled $4,000,000. The canal is
again partly closed on account of a
slide In the Culebra cut.

The famous International Text-
book company, the largest of Ameri-
can correspondence schools, is In fi-
nancial difficulties, and ita 8,000 stock-
holders will not recelve any dividends
for several years to come.

A woman and a child were killed at
Newtonville, N. J., Monday, by being
knocked down and pulled along the
rallroad tracks by the terriffic suction
caused by a fast moving express train
as it passed a platform near the track
on which the woman was standing.

Mrs. Howard E. Gray of Roaring
Branch, Pa., who a few weeks ago,
refused an offer of $100,000 from a
wealthy Philadelphian for her 2-year-
old daughter, diled Monday, following
an operation in a Willlamsport hos-
pital.

Hon. Willlam J. Bryan was to have
made an address before the “Sons of
Teutons” in Chicago Monday night.
On arriving at the Chicago station the
chairman of the committee on arrange-
ments informed Mr. Bryan that the
proposed meeting had been called off.
No public explanation was made.

A dispatch from Berlin says that in
the course of a recent visit of the
kalser to the western front, in the
neighborhood where many German
goldiers had been klilled, the emperor
alighted from his horse and kneeled on
the ground, where he offered a prayer.
Rising, he said: “Oh, God, I did not
want this war."”

Thos. McCoy, former superintendent
of the North Carolina internal reve-
nue division, was arrested at Ashville
Monday, on a conspiracy Indictment
returned by the Federal grand jury
at Fort Smith, Ark., last week, in con-
nection with the government's inves-
tigation of the operation of alleged il-
licit distilleries in several states. Me-
Coy was released on $25,000 bond.

How Wolves Got Mange—It is a
well known fact among ranchmen and
trappers that wolves, and especially
coyotes, are often afflicted with mange,
The writer has seen coyotes that did
not have a halr on any part of their
bodies except at the tip of their talls,
A coyote thus afflicted is always thin
and about as harmless as a jack rab-
bit, says the Sterling City (Texas)
News Record. He manages to pick
up enough to keep him alive until
death comes to his relief, for it is said
that he never recovers from the
mange.

Coyotes with the mange have been
found from Devil's river to New Mex-
ico, but few people know how it origi-
nated among the waolves,

Many years ago there lived near
Sonora, a sheepman, whose focks
were raided by the coyotes. Notwith-
standing he used a trap, gun and
polson on them, they seemed to In-
crease and deal him much damage.
In order to carry misery to the
camp of the coyote and keep him busy
with his own affairs in his leisure
moments, the sheepman trapped a
number of healthy coyotes and placed
them In a pen with an old hound
which had a most grievous case of
mange. These coyotes were fed and
kept with the hound until they de-
veloped mange all over their bodies,
and then they were set at liberty. It
was not long after this untll many
coyotes could he found all over weat
Texas




